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The Coming of the Law

“THE TWO-CUN MAN'S” Greatest Nouvsl

Here, There and Everywhere {5l

Iways affected him. Ldke other rich | “f ynow I'm foolish!” retorted Mr. |
, he couldn't bear to part with real | Japrr'y bons, “I'm giad I'm foolish. 1
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D'ye Ken? By Charles Alden Seltzer
Willlo—Pop, Is Angus MacLeod a free L 4 = §| Besnannamnams e
thinker? Seside Walking's dest
Pop—Certainly not. He's a Scotchman, . L piosp o sosed, the ﬂ:...ﬂ om
Gegaright, 1912, ¥ The Press Publishing Os, —_— STNOPAIA OF FRECEDING CRAFTERR,  fuee, though inte his eyes had come
(The New York Ksening Werid). D attetin, & v = ﬁ. doubiing, werried axprossion.
— The Usual Inquiry. nm'nw'th --.u.:l:_ﬂ be had Sot anticipated such drastic
R. JARR’'S BOSS IS AN Mr. Fitsoutt—Train ran down Smiley and et % Wy asimnd gy e
EASY MARK, FOR ONCE. : his wife in their machine to-day. 8 it L whe lwe'oe & ¥ “Sort of unexpeoted, wasn't it, BINT"
o e s Mrs, Fitanutt—Dreadful! Were they on the m's'x’"f""m‘i:i 1. u-p'p' new n a‘.@m .:‘.M-.. 1
¢y WONDER it that coat win nt ' track? ?ﬂ'-ﬂn.-ﬂ‘&?ﬂ' sommea 10 @ﬁ But I'm of used 1o it myeelt. Had
l me?" murmured OMr. Dinkstom, 3 Mr. Fitsnutt—No, the traln saw them golng wurder hiem, Nollls eroreanen A wu" same game off over
as he cast longing eyes at Mr.|business is bad he comes In and cries | & up & hill and it left the track, followed them o e 1 e '3 SRR the m':.' ?1-...'-.-.:
s bons's coat thrown across & table | for me. The last {Ime he uried was juat | ¢ a couple of miles and then smashed them up. sessd ! 1 . X lw'ﬂ; because the folkts that was mingd wp
Guw's plice. 1 am tallse than you, |because a foller name Pole Insulted | & P h b he “ﬁagﬁ“"‘-'-““‘“"‘:. (17 Wty 8 ¥ It knowed I wasn't ringing in eny bluft” -
By £o0d sir, but we are about the same | BiM. What was it that guy Pote said | | After that it climbed an evergreen troo and E‘ﬂv m ¢ He looksd st Dunlavey with & level, ;
B citens: i the Daimondsy PRaASES tn“;:u yutt:rla.y?'- ‘ picked a bird's nest. b .’"'T:, [0 a ﬂn‘—- -1 erm caldly. T
thoush In the diaphragm your @irth| o POt™ Teplled Mr. Dinkaton with B i ’ LA g for some one of l"m -‘l"l“"
Bore qxoeaaive th_‘“ mine. A strict | «Oh, yes I remomber now: b Lucille—Will you : - Henieton shatl sty ot b wnder M, into this game. I'd sor of like to ot
keeps me down, “ “Pears, idie tears! I know not What | | Tk et o g motisn guts ints yeur @ty 3
jf Nothing dolng!™ remarked Gua, they mean, . subscride fto the fund, Tommy Skagga—Pa, what's o heroine? m‘%;ﬁ: % axt mbulap
m‘.ﬂll.y.. ;]'.I’:;;ab.%l:m::.tloutg‘ o;:D:t:: Tears from the depths of some divine : Jack? Mr. Skagge—In love, son, in love, if we may %‘E"-:‘:‘ n-wm.m ﬂh'&; 5 at A..:."" o768 gleamed as he looked 1
:g you was singing, in Schmalze's [ .g., lhillrl‘.lm. 1 DO know why I wesp ] Jack—What fund? give the ganction of our experienced approval ::2';.“ l:.'“’ ; s‘" u‘-.na “.: '.I: :: m#”: =
t, ‘Carry Mo Back to OM Virginia! |tor those day ’ ] : . e X ; ESESSEes quistly, “"Towve
£04 130 Rlchmond shetil come In mit & | daye thet ate 1o mare! Th was tecksse | $ ARING-26 ox fe S TR WCSRREIE ERS 0 A CHAPTER XXIV. that's s faak ' But dete oot Soem B e
requiition for you." I never had & Christmas tree!” s neatictoe gatherers, TAIY MARyersd apenue gisste. : (Continued,) VT reshon thate’s peasimy )
Mr, Dinkston burst into tears. “You shall have one! A fne one!" | @ Tommy Skagps—Yes, pa. 4 Cllll'lﬂf.ll Guns. look at I mu:“-:.': » Bl
"B ain't B ues te ey for it Fou |SURE T SRSV SmEleeer i UT once sented in his chalr & “THat's the way 1 expected
| can't have 1! sald Gus. ‘["‘“ he “-"’m‘d v ‘h"‘:jﬂﬂ"l:- ] / NOTES FROM Warting change came over ::.:‘ w you begun te im
" And all the others present nodded ap- Bo:hrv‘::d m.““::r.mmuli“mtl::nlwl?; Husdand—You haven't anything on for this SNAKE,,S MISERY 1 :lll": m'l":": .::‘ a I-I‘m There lil".t.m i this;
N 4 —_— 'e ; novemen
oval, except Mr. Jarr's boss. Tears |, ... iu"llil'l" ® b lll.‘hl. ot ‘:-olm” f.‘ .m"hl' a sguare and I'en goiag
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Henry Lean, our popular baker, ls taken
down with diphtheria. The missus Is walting

Wife—0Oh, yes; a dinner at the De Berga.
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six-shooters appoared suddenly in hes 1 wang
hands and lay there, unaimed, but for- running this game to-aight,
t

y. But anybody who could glve | wish I could be foolish always, It's a —_—— biddingly ready, Fe sat erect, his & ning are. If voien
a good ory could always get a |luxury I've always denied myself. The Mean Thing. on customers, | chilled and gliitering, alert, flled -1:: I'm m.:‘l-n m'-'-: »
heck for anvthing that might be |Here” he turned to Mr. Dinkson, & = % mennce. don't get enough voles Bill [
amed, “here 18 three dollars, Buy yourself a | 3 ‘Pa, are there any female angela? Mrs. Cornelius Gifford will address the “Now," he ascd sharply, “the first man D¢ it But the voles are going o [\
3t ain't becauss It is almply & coat’ | 70" “My son, when you're a8 oid as [ am you'll children of Hope Sunday school to-morrow who peeps above & whisper gwts his so Teul ”..u"n et ks Souring en lehing
r. Di “ihat T ¢| Mr. Dinkston took the money, dut|$ know that such a thing is an utter Impossi- 4 | plenty tRal & won't chte & Samn SRE'S Sl SPEES a4 kep =y
sobbed Mr. nkﬂc.m. that 'Iiv. Vo only wept afresh, bil » llllbl on “No Such Persou as Santa Claus."” nominated for wshori! He spoke to "I'm .“"' et
. ;:.:":f emotion. It's becauss It's & fur| wpe ‘s human sprinkiing can.’ sald ity. Come one! Come all! 4 :,:':;"" E-'-:-'{,u""",::: :l‘."‘::,.‘t:::l,"“”n: I:‘h.ln- Nm” t"l.ll- l.:q-
j " e — t Y m
Gus, disgustedly. "I would throw him '€ . lat one man come In. man will
The interest ull evinced In this}out, onl: It Is like the moving plcetures. | E Bchool's closed agaln—measles this time. 5 L:':nma::;m::m,,'.:'.h:,ﬂ:"l:-':",':::“,2":; vote for whosver he pleases. Them Mr.
strange statement encouraged Mr. | What's the matter mit him now?" l 3 Rattlesnake oll went up four cents & quart ! 1!!0!“0!‘!'0‘ any one who aln't agresabls “"“';r will lot him out the back deer 1
Dinkston to weep afresh as he ox-| I can get the tree. But, alas, I have § LR nanding them over." ::':..- "_l!;“ 'um another man i the ]
platned: no trimmings for (11" walled the weep- |$ this week. Dealers hereabouts are holding ! Narton roas and spproached Duniavey, 1] “um wm w::.cﬂ el '1
“A fur coat reminds me of & fir tres. | Ing Dinkston. “Is It & Christmag treo | § on for more of & rise. | o ""‘;'“‘ 'f:':s:’d'h':":':'_‘;‘;" % Watkine and Greasy are going to et
Fir trees remind me of Christmas | when It has no gaudy ornaments? Here, Sliss Baniia Dathers of Ew i i .r".r:.u “," .”'in:-h-r at his rTight hip, Dere and watch the voting. I'm rlu
troew. I want a Christman tras!" take back your money,” he added, as L aggle LL AR ampylile w 4 '”:"m "'m“,'m with Greasy, White 0 stand behind you with one of my
“What?' ehorused Ous wnd his pa- | he put (he three dollars In his pocket spend the week-end with Mre. Hank Davis. . \‘"”m'. wha relisving Dunlaves &8 B0 ®uns tusked under yotr fifth rib, If
trons "A Christmas tree untrimmed would be 2l weanon the sherifft opsned his Wpa to YO of Watking, or Greasy let out a i
b2 N mockery!" | Hank says h's new well is working well, g [ WeaRs o fixed doubifully on one Y4WP that can be construed as & sigmal '
A Christmas tres. 1 mever had a8 i | y 2 lapwak. his gare fOx for any one te bust into the game, or <
Christmas tree!” moaned Mr, Dinkston. | Mr. Jarr's amployer, choling back a Sho—isn't Mrs. De Gush juat splendid? Two new arrivals this week from Long & lof Alian's slxes . It there's anything started by yeur 5
“We came of & noble race, Our astates |#0b of sympathy, handed over & ton|® Why, she has just formed'® society to prevent Island City. They say they prefer Snake's | AR T e B iy " frisnds whioh ain't your s ;
were In the South of France. Christ- | dollar blll for the trimmings. Then he @ asterminotion of whdies, Imagine! ’ : 4 Iim:rhml”ml with ‘ﬂ :[';'“ 1aw aldn't Sgure golng to M: slx chunks of lead Into
mas there & called 'Noel! In our |siEnified an extension of hoapitality to|g ""° 2 y Misery for residential purposes. Welcome. Hure'" he suid, 'the I ¥ou o fast that they'll be playing tag .Y

Ton this  But | reckon you heard BIE o0 0 wnother Ahrough. 1 recke
1 may once that the law could be o vou 2ot e, nn‘-.d. the palaver.”
pandled,  1'm handiing it now. But 1 e ke spatched Dunlavey's hat /_'

chateau we kept it an & festival for the |81l present, and when the libation wax | Twenty thowsond whales were captured last

peasants on the estate, broaching cusks |poured it was noticed Mr l'lniulmai year, she says, Henry Altemus has opened undertaking

The Grasshopper—What's the wmalter awclth

of wine, manumitting thelr vlllnlnue—; “"f‘.l'.r:“"l' | He—Yes, and they're so lovable too, and parlors In connection with his barber shop. tha ' : reckon that lets you "'"‘E"S'.f ll'r'll':r'ﬂy‘a': from his ‘:’m placed It on the iable,
but I, as a child, & slim, quist child o Eiad he o ng it + . 5 o Warma this and the mourners 1 U und walked behind Dunlavey, standing
noble 'ITIrlh. only saw Onhristmas trees | Murmured the boss huskily l affectionate, and the baby whales ofe just Mayor Gaynor and Doc Parkhurst spent e : " : @ | to-morrow If you open your trap again " gegiqat the wall,
in picture papers. “I'm morry he thought of trimming |$ darling! Tuenday In our midst. The Frog—Oh, they're so stuck up asince o | "rr.: -hm‘-‘m 1[---‘H'al-| w&r;"ra“. ll:;:t.:; "l";m the 600! G Girected. Jooking
o pril . . : . . y € | closed his lips tehtly n Hal at Norton.
“] plwayn wanted one. I had no child- | you."” sald Mr. Jarr. “He's gone to She—Henry, ian't that a dreadfully big Jdack Roas haa opened an {ee cream parlor Huarvard profesaor called them deep thinkers ‘N:":;'"“ 'hm campleied thelr seateh for  Norton od the e i l

wospons and had 1ald the reault of thalr called: *“One man at & tUme'™"

bl pearch on the table near Allen they were some hoarsa shouts from witheut—

a sought thelr chalrs presumably deom Dunlavey's friends; A
Dunlavey had sald nothing. He atood chorus of deplslve sughter from Allen's.

—_——— - ———— e —— wrwews==_ Then the firs' man entsred.

It was Aee. The poet stood for an In-

uu-":.:mmuﬁ L = 3 stant blinking at the light. ther he
v mpiaver, sroay st | 1Swat the Fly! L o (Tl ) S X By Flora Sheffield.f|arinedss nis ghoe msted'on the socy:

over Bill Hink's blackamith shop. thas they won't sprak to us,

ndolescence, had but Its memories of |oVercoat.” .

belng Inculented In the higher mathe- O, well mald the boss seninlly,
matics by an Oxford tutor with vinous | “Christmas comes but ence a year!”
propennsitica, 1 want a tree, a Christ-
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hood. My infancy, DODREe, even my get a fir tree and he's taken your rur‘ S drink yow're taking?

“They are awful doar this year on
acoount of the high cost of lving"
sald Muler, the grocer. I got some

to cust his bellot. He took the pace of
papar that was given him by Maortom,
ncraviiad “Allen’' soross It with & penchl
that Norton had previously placed on

~upistinas teos at my stors, but there OWK' THE,RL‘S
aln't one for less than a dollar, and MY ROHEO'
that's smill and scTRERY. A good one, §
a fine one in two dollgrs, may be

VILLUN! § I'LL FiX

&) SPOONIN YOUR FEET!
WITH MY

the table and dropped the paper Inlo
Dunlavey's hat. Hollls opened the rear
door for him, but he halted on the threan.

ILL BLOWWUM
T0 BLAZES!

" FICKLE old, looking back Into the room wilh &
three.
broad #
“I want a tree!" mnnfll‘h the emo- JOOLIET! !Fam:}" "Gen '"Ln-nu In an awed tone; “thers
onal Dinkston. I have been robbed &y . sk Bave bete & woll e ney blowed

my echildhood, inasmuch as 1 never
@ Christmas tree. Let others aspire
gauds, let others crave ralment of
ease, 1 aak np man's gold!™

ne looked fxedly &t Mr, Jarr's

The latter wiped his brow,
L]

In In this hers town to-day! Drunks!
Man allve, there ain't nothin' hat
drunka; the town's reelln’ with ‘em!
They're layin' In the strest; thers's &
dosen In the Sliver Lollar an' that many
more In the Fashlon—an' nobody knows
how many more In the other ssloons
Thelr heads s under the tables; they're
hangin’ on the walls an' clawin' around
in spittoons—gle-or-l-ously, be-uti-tully
paralyged!
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dreadful to seo a strong man
he murmured.

s nothing,” sal Gus "It's the
he washes his face, Whea
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